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Dear reader, 


DEAR READER... 


When was the last time you told a lie, and why did you do it? Was it a white lie? A black I 
you mix yourself grey in between? 

As we colour fraudulent words in the air, our minds rush to quantify some magnitude of t 
when is it okay to lie, if ever? And can good intentions justify the cruelest of actions? 

Is the world, as you know it, true to form? For when we tell someone a lie, counterfeit wor 
their reality. All that they know. Their truth, however bitter. However, harsh. 

v \ * 

An imitation of a life, in a way. 

And they taste sincerity on our lips and then kiss the world with the same mouths. If to th 
truth, does it remain truth when they whisper to the winds? 

And if this is true, our realities are built on the lies of others. Perhaps a stable structure, c 
objectivity threatens to shake these grounds as well. I’m sure natural disasters have the 
intentions. So did you, so you say. 


But what if you trembled in the eye of this hurricane and sincerity boiled to the surface ol 
to burn the truth across your covered flesh. We wear masks to bury the ugliness we see 
ourselves, but the masks can be just as ugly. 


So what is your truth? Tell me: who are you when nobody else is around? 



To the ar tists, t hank you for removing your masks, even if briefly, to share the colours of; 
the deeolredsland blues of authentic emotions; the greens of growth and the lilacs of se 


unearthed. 


You have made mystery known and inner demons free. Your pieces play with fact and fit 
stories of what it means to be truly alive. Thank you for contributing the most authentic p; 
yourselves. I hope you continue to explore what it means to be true. 

I hope we go on an adventure. 

Much love, 

Rebecca McLaren 

*AII work is the property of its original artist. Thoughts and opinions expressed in the 
works of this publication belong to each individual and independent author.* 
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UNTITLED 


When you rewrote our stories, 
our kin believed you. 

When you wrote of our savagery, 
and our lack of mind, 
our kin nodded their heads, 
mindlessly, 'ft 

in unison. 


You downgraded our painted warriors 
to that of what you spat out as a 
negrito . 

Someone unworthy of respect 
or recognition 
as a human being. 

You turned my homeland into 
a house of horrors. 

Where our walls are painted a bright red 
and our closets full of skeletons 
that we will never retrace nor recall. 



Your truth holds bloodied terrors 

and the screams of my familial ancestry. 

One day, 

your truth will be unveiled, 
sooner or later. 


© SKIN 
(askinpace 
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PD2018. 
Jordan mckenzie 
(aalldaydirt 
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GIRL CRUSH 


PHOTOGRAPHY: NICK CAIAZZA @NICKCAIAZZA 
MAKEUP: ZAKIYA POPE @ZAKIYA.NTISSON 
STYLING/CREATIVE DIRECTION: KIA HILL @KIABEEYA 
MODEL (LEFT): JANINE MARI TUGONON @TUGONONJANINE 
MODEL (RIGHT): TIFFANY IMANI @TIFFANY.IMANI 
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GIRL CRUSH (cont.) 
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UNTITLED 

J.J. PELECHATY 

WWW.MIXEDMESSAGESCLUB.COM 

@MIXEDMESSAGESCLUB 












HEDONISM 


SOFIA MARINUCCI 
@SOFIAMXRI 

REDBUBBLE.COM/PEOPLE/SOFIAMARINUCCI?ASC=U 


IMAGES THAT AT FIRST GLANCE PROMOTE HEDONISM AND 
AN OVER-SEXED LIFESTYLE. IS THIS ALL WE WANT? IS THIS 
EVERYTHING WE WILL EVER NEED? IS THIS DAMAGING? 
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It's true (dyptique) 
Ranafarba 
@ranafarba 






★ 
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The 

place in wi 
read t 



War and Peace 



doctor leaned into his desk, confiding in the eyes, leaned onto it—it being a 
hich he could hide, the desk. And he admitted in whispering that he had not 
hat book, looking wild-eyed, as if he had admitted to me a murder of words 



C. Bougie 
cpb writes, wordpress. com 






“I'll tell you later " 

11:43 a.m. 

Harper Lyon 

@harperlyy 

flickr.com/harperlyon 
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Taking the Trash Out 
Marinna Shareef 
@mahrinnart 


3 TRUTH 


Q Search 
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gotta/catch/them/lies 
Nathan Sands 
@sandsdepiction 
sandsdepiction.wordpress.com/ 

"Kinda looking at how when we are so young we are told 
lies to keep us quiet. Which happens throughout the rest of 
our life. Using texture and found objects to present this idea." 
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Isabel Dowell 

@isabelelisephoto 

isabelelisephoto.weebly.com 



“When nobody else is around, my brain is constantly running. I am going through my thoughts of 
what I have left on my to do list, where I am supposed to be, and my creative ideas that always 
seem to take control. I talk too loud when I get excited but I know when it is time to listen. This 
piece titled "Self-Esteem" revolves around myself, and who I truly am. I have spent so many years 
being ashamed of my features and I wanted to hide them. I am nineteen and I am tired of hiding. 

I want to scream when I get excited, I want to listen to the stories of those around me, I want to see 
the world, and I just want to be who I know I should be.” 
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that’s all it took I Todd Duncan I @filmbytodd I torodu.wixsite.com/filmbytodd 


The following piece deals with topics related to suicidal 




I dont wanna lie here anymore 
i feel down .depressed and lonely 
i could just pick up the phone to a homie. 



Ah wait no ! 

now im feeling scared 

i wanna tell them about how im feeling 

but they might think im weird 

or possibly not all there. 


Why has life got to be so unfair... 


So there goes me again sitting in my room 
and its not looking good! 

thinking to end it all because im not understood 



But then my phone rings from a friend asking 


THE SIMPLE QUESTION 



YO BRO YOU ALL GOOD ? 

To save a life thats all it took 






thoughts 
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White Scream 
Marcus Parker-Wood 
@mparkerwood 




real, it won’t be truth. 
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UNTITLED I VANESSA MURCHIE I @SUNFLOWERSUTRA 








“the poses were inspired by SenshiStock. 1 drew as a story about how It shows what my anxiety looks 
like and how scary my anxiety is” 

My Anxiety Lies 
Meghan Le Vaughn 
@meghansdreamdesigns 
meghansdreamdesignsblog.tumblr.com/ 
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“I create this piece about what I've been gone through from 
my entire personal thoughts from most of my life and how I need 
to keep believe my positive thoughts against the bad ones ” 




Between The Bad & Positive Thoughts 

¥ 
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Poland 


Olivia Lake 
@olivia_lake 

I am certain morticians built Poland. 

Masking corporeal decay with glue, 

They paved clean roads and streets atop wasteland. 
Her flesh - a gilded age I can see through. 

Beneath limp limbs lies death,the truth of pain, 

And loss. I know this nation’s tattered past. 


I see black cattle on a South-bound train 
With glossy eyes.This golden shell won’t last 
Can I find comfort here? Among so much 
Outrage and this grief I haven’t known, but feel? 
I can’t! I can’t unlearn the truth I touch. 

It’s stamped on my shoes like a letter seal. 

But though this is truth I can’t be rid of, 

It is wisdom I hold and more, I love. 




“This poem follows the traditional structure and rhyming scheme of a 
Shakespearean sonnet. Most sonnets are about love, and mine is no different.” 


Something else 
Wanda Fraga Sanchez 
@wandaartsession 
wandaartsession.webnode.es 


¥ 

“A person’s truth doesn’t always need to be shared with the rest of their world. If others 
wouldn’t understand or accept their truth, then it can be better to keep it private. In this 
artwork, these figures express their truth with each other in a moment of privacy.” 

Underwater 
Alexandra Pacor 
alexandrapacor.com 
instagram: @flooproots 










Burning Spear 
Collage The World 
@collagetheworld 
society6.com/collagetheworld 


“Handmade with 5 pieces of paper on a priority mail sticker.” 
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OPEN EYES 

SKIN 

@skinpace 



It was like finally grasping the rusted key, 
and plunging it through its lock. 

Twisting and turning, 

I forced the chest open, 

with heart pounding gallons of blood through my veins, 
my skin hot and cold at the touch. 





Hot, red blood gushed out of the chest, 
staining my hands 
and burning my skin, 

as I realised that there were a mass of brilliant white bones 
and golden masks laid buried beneath 
the ruby sea. 

Tears welled up in my eyes as I discovered my truth 
- our truth. 

The unrecovered bones of my ancestors hidden 

and locked away as if they were 

artefacts. 


My people, my heritage, 

treated as if they were just a part of a dying history of an oppressor 
never to be explored again. 

My homeland, my country, 
treated as if it were the dirt underneath their feet. 

©SKIN 




The Truth is... 

KSAMF 

behance. net/saramarf24e6 
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SOBRE LA FAZ, NO 13 













* 


SOBRE LAFAZ, NO 12 



EDUARDO SALAS 
@LEVYSTUDIOS 
LEVYSTUDIOS.CO 
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♦ 

METROPOLITAN MUSEUM OF ME 



I find satisfaction 
in being hard and bitter 
carved into stone 
from rough hands 
that crafted me into 
who I learned to become 



yet I know 

there is satisfaction 
found in being 
soft and malleable 
to have enough give 
for others to press 
their palms into me 

not all shaping hands 
will handle me incorrectly 
some will stay 
and help me harden 
in order to remain soft 




I'm a statue 
made of materials 
left over from 
my past experiences 
watch me mold them 
into what I need 
them to be 



★ 


"written in the wake of judgment for my 
truth about who I was becoming and why” 
Tiana Gaudioso 
@tianatakespoetry 

* 
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dotcom mommas | Thibault Clairis-Gauthier | @thibault_clairis 










★ 



e beauty cinic | Wanda Fraga Sanchez | @wandaartsession | wandaartsession.webnode.es 
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this one doesn’t look like me either 

LizTetu I busyliz.weebly.com 

“Pink is a color currently associated with fetishized femininity, blue with 
idealized masculinity. Orange is one of the stripes of the Bear (gay and 
bi heavy set and/or hairy guys) pride flag. ” 
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Blush 



Lying here in my round breasts, flat dick, I am a boy. The former are delightfully 
masculine, marshmallow, pillow-soft, smooth to the fingers, light and then heavy 
with thought. I tell you, look at this masculine nipple, center of my breast—pink as 
diluted menstrual blood in the toilet, brown like garden dirt beneath my 
grandmother’s bare feet. The latter is a beast in recline. This snaking Medusa wig 
here between my thighs, it could kill. I tell you just look, and hear how it hums, 
alive. He is impenetrable as all dicks, arguably, are... 



Pink towel wrapped soft around my heavy skin, I am a boy; curved in the sides 
and soft in the jaw, this body is a knife, penetratory. See how the eyes can 
puncture holes in works of art, analyzing words to life. Listen to the thrum of its 
engine tones, pulled down to gravel via injections of the letter T. Taste the 
morning grime on the inside of its mouth; it hasn’t seen a dentist in years; it 
doesn’t have health insurance; it’s a writer, not an accountant... ^ 


I am a boy, yes, as I dress the body for church, pull over its head a dress picked 
out for its summer coloring by its mother. Yes, I am a boy, although my 
grandmother calls me granddaughter, and my mother, daughter... Yes yes yes I 
am a boy. Is it not evident by my painted nails? The position with which I hold my 
lover’s boyish hand? My taste in romantic comedies and queer, twentieth-century 
literature? Don’t I look manly in this bow, big and fluffed, sticking up like the ears 
of a cat from the hair atop my head? Don’t I? I feel I must be... 

You can find my masculinity behind my ear; I will coo like a pet when you rub 
there. Have you checked underneath the nails? In the belly button? Asshole? I tell 
you, when I’ve scraped my knees through holey black jeans falling off my 
skateboard on the way from university campus to church, I am bleeding out red- 
blooded, American male. You can tell from the color; it’s just a dash brighter than 
the stuff that once a month ends up dripping thick down my shaved white legs— 


C. Bougie 

cpbwrites. wordpress.com 
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Smoking Cig 
George Davis' 
@gtd_stuff 








jarettes 

on 
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Cannot Be Found 

Truth’s elusive nature 
Befuddles me. 

Lies are embedded within in billowy folds 

I search for it frantically 

But it eludes me at every turn. 

Its secretive nature puts me on edge 
And has me questioning its presence. 

Does it appear when you are genuine 
Or only when you don’t want to hurt my feelings 
And decimate my heart? 

I continue to look for it and 
Find it. 

I grasp it 

But it slips out of my hand and onto the floor 
Where we can see it clearly. 

You refuse to pick it up because once you do, 

It is yours to own for an eternity. 

Regrettably, it is in your family history to ignore its existence 
And pretend that you cannot hold it in your gentle hands 
Afraid of terminating it. 

So we look at it 

Wondering when it will shrivel up and die 
Due to your neglect 
And my inability to acknowledge it. 



Anita Smith 
@melaninwomanwriter 
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“to tell the truth ” 


Rebecca McLaren | @babygotbecs 

★ 



I’ve had my fair share of crushes: on-again, 
off-again infatuations with everybody from 
boy-next-door best friends to charming, 
high school football players. Yet in very few 
of these cases have I taken a leap of faith. 


I’ve never been the first one to express my 
feelings. I’ve been conditioned to believe I 
should be embarrassed if feelings are not 
reciprocated - and for that reason, I’ve 
avoided these conversations to begin with. 
Conversations about feelings. 
Conversations that could “embarrass” me. 



Conversations of truth. 


somebody again terrifies me, regardles 
how we left off. Somewhere in my 
disjointed mind I’ve rationed that withou 
the possibility of reconnecting with 
somebody, he or she will no longer exis 
Like in some Schrodinger’s cat thought 
experiment, they’d be both dead and ali 
simultaneously. Like how if a tree falls 
forest and nobody is there to hear it, I 
cannot prove it makes a sound. 

Couple this with the fact that my old la| 
synced all of my contacts to my phone 
twice, and in short, I have 787 phone 
numbers. 


Society hands us small hints and clues we 
can use to try to figure out the intentions of 
others, but we all end up in a game and 
there’s no rulebook. So we play it safe. Or 
so I’ve played it safe, at least. 

As the year draws to a close, and with it, my 
undergraduate education, I reflect on 
another year of cautious and controlled life. 

I question the choices I’ve made and the 
choices I continue to make. I consider 
myself an honest person, but then why do 
such few people know how I feel about 
them? 

What would happen if I told people the 
truth? 


I never delete my phone contacts. The 
principle of never being able to talk to 

58 ^ 



Deleting a contact is too finite: a perm; 
“goodbye” of sorts. So I’ve kept almost 
every contact I’ve ever had. And in the i 
instance that a number must be delete* 
is swiftly transferred to my best friend’s 
phone. Keeping that person alive in my 
world. Keeping possibility alive at least. 

An “until next time” of sorts. 

Next time. I swept through an endless 
contact list and collected the phone 
numbers of 17 different boys I used to 
daydream about. The rules were simple 
same message would be sent to each 
person, no matter when or for how long 
liked them. Even if I still I had feelings f 
them. And no responding; unless it was 
somebody I remain in frequent contact 
with, in which case I had to wait at leas 
hours. 



The message? “to tell the truth, I used to have a crush on you”. . 

Sent at 2:52PM on a Wednesday afternoon. W 

And the result? As follows (names have been removed for anonymity): 


1 . Wed. 4:07PM “Rbecccccssssss!!!!!!!!!!” “Nice to hear from you” 
“Really?! This is so random” 



Thurs. 1:11AM “Regardlesssss, what’s been uppppppp yoooooooo, 
it’s been forever and a half. You in the middle of exams rn?” 

Sun. 12:36PM “Ok well just wanted to make sure you were being legit, 
but I also had a big crush on you back when. Really appreciate what 
you’ve done for me” 

2. Wed. 2:55PM “Hi! sorry who’s this? Got a new phone a bit ago and 
lost my contacts” 

Thurs. 10:05PM “Are you going to tell me who this is? o ” 

3. Wed. 3:56PM “Well hello to you too! How have you been?” 

4. Wed. 3:15PM “New phone lol who’s # is this” 

Wed. 7:02PM “Spill the beans lol” 

5. Wed. 3:10PM “Hi sorry I got a new phone and lost all my contacts, 
who’s this?” 

Wed. 6:29PM “?” 

6. Wed. 9:39PM “Hey Rebecca, it’s been a long time. How have you 
been!” “And ahaha yeah I guess I kinda did too. Life’s funny in 
that regard.” 

7. Wed. 2:56PM “Who’s this” 


Wed. 3:20PM “???” 


Wed. 8:20PM “Is this becca mclaren?” 


¥ 


8. Wed. 3:01PM “Hey rebecca” “Really?” 


(cont. pg. 60) 



9. Wed. 2:54PM “Is this a meme” “Because you know I used to have 
a crush on you” jggi 

Wed. 4:25PM ‘ ,/v true” “But also the new western tv video is 
actually good” 

Wed. 11:28PM “Also true /v ” 


Thurs. 11:37AM Missed Facetime call 
Thurs. 12:23PM “Can I ask what I did to justify ignoring me” 

V. 

10. No response. 

11. Thurs. 8:03PM “That was random, what brought this up?” 



LW H 


12. Thurs. 11:03AM “But then you realized I’m a huge nerd that went 
to reach and ping pong club? 

Thurs. 11:10AM “But on a serious note, I really appreciate you 
telling me. I know it’s not an easy thing to do :)” 

★ 

Sat. 1:42PM “Anyways how you doing?” 

13. Wed. 3:31PM “Lol are you playing truth or dare?” 

14. Wed. 6:58PM “Who is this blast for grade 6 past?” 





Wed. 7:00PM “From 


Fri. 10:06PM “Sam’s Song” 
“https://music.youtube.com/watch?v=qc_Edv67VK4” 

15. Wed. 2:57PM “Sorry who is this” 

16. Wed. 3:01PM “What is the reason for this spurt of honesty?” 

Wed. 6:44PM “?” 


Wed. 10:25PM “Do u wanna hang tomorrow” 


17. Wed. 3:35PM “Well what do ya know I had a crush on you too” 

Wed. 3:36PM “I go to italian horror exhibits at the AGO with very 
60 few people” 




thing so trivial - so “grade 6” as 
had graciously put it - sending my 
lese individuals was anxiety- 
To be vulnerable and to provide 
written proof of my affection 
somewhat daunting. Of course I’d 
bout spilling each truth in the 
ng that one person know how I 
in the moment. So letting them 
: once, message after message, was 
in a way. Some “To All the Boys 
d Before” rom-com type shit where 
h Lara Jean and her sneaky little 
d mails the love letters. 


The message was random, to be fair. And 
with years out of contact with certain 
individuals, I couldn’t even be sure each 
number still belonged to them. For those 
who had not recognized my number, I’ll 
never be sure. Is the cat dead? Alive? Both, 
simultaneously? 

And not everyone had known who the 
message was from, so nothing had really 
come of those confessions (if they can still 
really be considered confessions, that is). 
But maybe it is the not knowing that excites 
us. The possibility. 



\/ould I willingly do this? Did I 
reactions? Did I fear never 
he truth? Curiosity killed the cat... 

it about sending these messages 
is and months, but my mind 
ime back to the potential 
mces. I scrolled through a mental 
tors, wondering what would 
I told each one. Wondering what 
/e happened had I told them 
,nd wondering what would happen 
told them. 

id that my own shame and 
;sment would keep me from taking 
I sent seventeen texts. 

ending the messages, it became 
> else had chosen to keep possibility 
ne had already known of my 
and I had already known of some 
jelings. But in being so bold as to 
nove: revealing my long-buried 
ain sight and plain language, some 
s were comfortable enough to 
ir truth back. To be vulnerable 
1 shown vulnerability first, as I 
ould. m 



I knew some people would no longer have 
my number saved, but I hadn’t expected the 
resulting “anonymous” confession to peak 
such interest: leading them to crave the 
truth of what they’d been hooked on. 

Would they be disappointed if I told them it 
was me? Were people more excited to 
receive the messages having known it was 
me, or would they have been more excited 
had they not known? 

Curious responses ticked in over the hours. 
Guesses, question marks...something tells 
me I have yet to see the end of them. And 
what a paradox it is that we crave affection 
and love - we want to know how people 
feel about us - yet we are too afraid to tell 
people how we feel. A cycle with no winner! 
So somebody must be the first to tell. ^ 

Besides, what do we really have to lose? 

What did I have to lose? Or gain, for that 
matter? Was it easier for me to share the 
truth with people from my past? How did it 
feel to share with people for which my 
feelings were more recent? Or for which my 
feelings were much deeper? 

(cont. pg 62) 
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As I prepare to see some of these people in 
real life, how do I feel? Does this change 
things? 

Can this change things? 

And how will this impact me moving 
forward? Was this a one-time, nostalgic 
reconciliation of my past? Bidding farewell 
to my childhood for good and moving 
forward post-graduation? 


¥ 


Would you do it? Who would you put on 
your list, and who would you be most afraid 
to tell? 

Or is texting cowardly? Should I have 
revealed my truths in person? How would 
the reactions have been different, face to 
face? Would I have still been able to reveal 
them? 




How does technology allow us to take risks 
we otherwise might not have taken? How 
has technology stopped us from taking 
risks? What do we have to lose? 

Or what have we lost? 

I ask a lot of questions, and a few days ago, I 
asked: “What if I told people the truth?” 

Now, I have that answer. truth/in/covno/with/that/4am/mate/c 

“A doodle with an abstract poem o 
conversation you have when search 
friends. While dazed and confi 
surrounding at 4 am. Slowly getti 
at your friend for the wrong direc 


And there’s nothing left for me to hide. 
For now, at least. 
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